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SAILING MERRILY ON. 


(ONE PENNY. 


_, & After several weeks of arduous labour, Poor Pa has at length managed to concoct a self-propelling ice-boat, and although during the recent frost he did not 
guile succeed in paralyzing the world, he went dangerously near killing Poor Ma and several of his younger offsprings. Somehow or another during the excitement 
of building, Dad had quite overlooked the fact that a ship without a helm is as helpless as a drunken man in a wilderness. Consequently the wind, erratic as usual, 
simply played hop-scotch with my unfortunate parent’s craft, and finished up by whirling it, together with its passengers, into a very awkward position.” —Toorsiz. 


IN THE NEAR FUTURE.—(No. 5.) 


7 Mrs, Hodge (10 the Bishop). 1 doubt whether he'll see you. You see, we ‘ave Mr, Hodge. Of course, you ain't to blame, Bishop, for a-tryin’ to earn a honest 
Asal courses for dinner every day, an’ he do get ro sleepy of an a'ternoon. __shillin’; but yer know I couldn't ‘ang these bere things up in my drorin’-room ! 

- alling upstairs.) “\dge! ‘ere’s the Bishop got some water-colour drorings he’s Yer perspective's all wrong. Ycu round in the mornin’, an’ see if I can 
cy a-doin’, an’ wants to know if you'll buy any. find you a job in my green'ouse. 


AN EXTRAORDINARY DISAPPEARANCE. 


—_— 2 


OnE November night in 1803, Joe Grimaldi, the clown, 
then acting at Drury Lane Theatre, was told that two 
gentlemen were waiting to see him at the stage door. “Joe, 
my lad,” said one of them, “how goes it?” Joe stared at 
the speaker. He was fashionably dressed in the fashion of 
that day—in a blue body coat with gilt buttons, a white 
waistcoat, tight pantaloons and pumps. Joe said he had 
not the Pleasure of his acquaintance. 

“Joe,” cried the stranger, in a tremulous voice, “don't 
you know me, now?" As he spoke he opened his shirt and 
ag to a scar upon his breast. The stranger was no 
longer a stranger, but Joe’s own brother, who, fourteen 
years before, had gone to sea and had never been heard of 
since. They embraced again and again, and Joe bade his 
brother come behind the scenes. On this the other gentle- 
man, whose presence they had quite forgotten, said, “ Well 
Jobn, I'll wish you good-night.” “Good-night,” replied 
Joe's brother ; “I shall see you in the morning.” “ At ten, 
mind.” “ At ten, precisely.” 

When they got “behind” John told Joc that his voyage 
had been very successful, and that he had at that moment 
six hundred pounds in his breast pocket. Joe said it was 
dangerous to carry about so much money, but the other 
laughed, saying sailors knew no danger, and added that he 
had more elsewhere. 

It appeared that he had only been in London an hour or 


— 


Se ee le ee 2 


34 


two, had had dinner and come straight on to the theatre. Joe 
asked him to make his house his home, and told him that their 
mother was living with him and his wife. To this John assented, 
and adding that he must sce their mother that night, asked the 
nddress. Jove gave it, but added that, his work being done, he 
would change his dress and go with him. 

Joe, through his agitation, was much longer than usual chang- 
ing his dress, and when he came down was told by the stage door- 
keeper that his brother had just passed out into the street. He 
ran up and down the street several times, but saw nothing of him. 
It then occurred to him that John might have called on an old 
friend who lived close by. He found that such was the case, and 
that he had only been gone a minute. Joe asked in what direc- 
tion, and ran on. He called at another place also, and found that 
his brother had been there and had gone away again. Joe ran 
back to the theatre, but he had not returned. a 

Joe then remembered what his brother had said about seeing 
their mother that night, and hurried home, His mother sat in the 
mrlour looking ill, ‘Has anything strange occurred here to- 
night?" asked Joe. “No, nothing.” Then Joe told his story. He 
was dead beat, and the old lady insisted on him going to bed, 
whilst she sat up and waited. Dav after day and month after 
month rolled by, and years passed, but the missing son was never 
seen again, 

It was suggested that perhaps he had been seized by a press 
gang, and inquiries were made respecting all the vessels at that 
time in the river, but no news could be obtained. The police were 
paid to make a thorough search through the slums of London, but 
without result. Many powerful friends of Grimaldi's also exerted 
themselves, but to no purpose. 

A police ofticer, who had a wide experience of London life, sug- 
gested as most probable that John Grimaldi had been lured into 
some infamous den by persons who had cither known or suspected 
that he had a large sum of money in his possession, Here he had 
been plundered and murdered in cold blood, or had died in a 
struggle to retain or recover his gold. 

Was it possible that somebody about the theatre had heard hin 
speak about the money, or even see it, and had, in the street, met 
him and asked him whether he was looking for Joe, and being 
answered “ Yes,” taken him to this den? 

And, again, who was the man John was to have met next morn- 
ing at ten precixely 2?) Did he meet him, and, if not, why did not 
this man return to make inquirics of Joe? At anyrate, the painful 
mystery was never cleared up. 

e * . e e e 
LAITEST, 

We ar stil idin under the bedd inn the rume with the korps an 

the perleese iss stil a amerin at the dore. Ow wil this endd? 
(Neat week, “ Miss Jeffries.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
= 
*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
Ghoald inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Much obliged for letter, Fuora ; Charming sight it must hare 
been. ALLY's thanks, A SPORTING READER; But he is'nt cery 
keen. Thanks for verses, A, HU. HOLLAND ; Sorry that we haven't 
space, It would be, we fancy, BILLY, Just a little out of place 
Only to subscribers, MICKIE. Any time you like, F.G. — Ver 

glad to hear it. CRONY ; That is just as it should be. Wonderful, 
tndeed, MiS8 SHALLEN; How it's done we cannot tell. Very 
interesting, BIRDIE ; Yes, of course, it vught to sell, 

—~= 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 


The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Monthe, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 36. 3d.; 12 Months, 68. 6d.) 
dn Stamps or P.O.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centames, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE La BANQueE. 


—_—>———_ 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Howipay ” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 
——>_———— 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~— 


At the Charity Bazaar, 
Fair Temptress. Oh, please do buy this, it’s only half a 
sovereign ? 
The Victim. But I—well, rally—epon my word, now—but—er 
—er—what on earth is the thing 
Fair Temptress (endeavouring to ascertain). Why, it’s a-a-a 
brush bag or a-a-a night—ahen, a tidy, or else a-a-a pillow sham 
or—cr—er—a-a-a— but isn’t it handsome? Look how it’s worked! 
ss 
s 
Frans heh be I never knew that Black and White had been such 
riends. 
aot How as £4 raised that Loa Ci were ? 
rpleigh. Why, by the way that they abuse one another 
now that they have quarrelled. , of 
ss 
s 
Or “houses to let ” 
There be thousands : and yet 
You may search London over, and search all in vain, 
Ere the tidings you'll get 
5 Of a dwelling to let 
Which is more than “three minutes from tram and 
from train.” os 
s 


Young Husband, But don't you think that it is a good plan for 
a married man to make a confidant of his wife? 

Old Husband, \n some circumstances, yes. 

Young Husband. What do you mean ! 

Old Husband. Why, when you are losing money and things are 
going wrong ; but not when you are making money, or else 
you'll never be able to save much. 

se 
s 

Inquirer, If you please, constable, why do you tell the peop! 

nop to Ag -_ end f the hay it looks al right? aaa 
‘onstable. We want ‘em go on that end, sir, ‘cos it’s the 
safest ; but folks always does what they're told hot to. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 562.—The “Jockey Club” Costume. 


This is Rumdeggar Jones. He 
used to have a fenor voice, but 
when he was fitted with a mouth- 
ful of artificial teeth it changed 
to a falsetto, 


THE COSTER'S SERENADE. 
“Oft in the silent night.” 


She. And you say that Dr. Turner is a particular friend of yours? 


He, Rather ! 
She. How's that? 


y, he made me a Baronct, 


He. By killing off my uncie and cousin, to be sure. 


Bee 


AUTHORS AUTHENTIC. 
No, 43,—B, E. Smith, 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 


The Emule, 
Boge 


(Saturday, February 2, 1305, 


Overheard in the Hotel Drawing-room, 


Firet Brede. Yes, my dear, he is the handsomest, bravest, best 
kindest and dearest fellow in the whole world. . 

Second Bride (clasping her hands). Is it possible that we can 
have married the same man? ee 


Tailor. How many more times am I to ask for this accon:t, .;, 
Pebblebeach, Don't know, I'm sure, Shears ; better work a 
sf or al bra? 
ater, gebra 
Prbblebeach. Yes; that's the only way to deal with an unknown 
quantity. .° 


Mrs. Clumberbump (who has just made up @ bed on the floor ¢.,, 
anunexpected guest). Oh, there, Mr. C., if 1 didn’t go and for 
to look underneath. You might just look and sec as there ain't 
uo burglars there. oe 


JONES owed five, and Brown owed five, 
Ae ottv yen parts auoth tke Sedee. And, 1 
© n't you q e Judge. And, “I'y 
4 great poll mind!" said the debtor.” i 
And Jones was compelled his five pounds to pay, 
But Smith took his hook in the moonlight grey. 
For Smith was aware—for Smith was no jay— 
That, though absence of mind peradventure may 
Be a right good thing ina — way, 
Yet absence of body is ! 
ss 
s 
Editor, Well, what do you think of our new magazine? 
Contributor, Not bad ; but you've made one fatal mistake, 


Editor, What's that? 
Contributor. You haven't got a single detective story in it. 


ss 
s 
First Pal. 1 got awfully roasted about my marriage at the club 
last night. 
Second Pul, Well, it’s a preparation. 


First Pal. Preparation for what 
Second Pal. Being done brown. 
ss 
s 
Hostess (at Mre. Swaggertoff's “At ITome"), Oh, I'm so giad 
you've come, I've got Mr. Wheesly here—the celebrated comic 
actor, you know, he's quite the lion of the evening, 
Guest, Really? 1 thought I heard the roaring. 
ss 
s 
Jones. Why are you #0 bally particular about the creases in your 
trousers? Going mashing? 
Smith (his room mate). No, my boy; but crensen is a sign of 
wealth. 1 heard the governor saying something about “rich ;:. 
Creases.” °° 


She. 1 don't think I would like to be a judge's wife. 
He. No; why? 
She. Well. he'd be bound to prove a very trying man. : 
[And after that she actually peranaded the poor fillow 
to promise to send it to “SLOPER. 
ss 
s 
THE Law of Lynch is unfair, unjust, 
And I'll make my statement good. 
‘Tis well for that law to resolve to dust 
The villainous shedder of blood, 
But—my argument all in a trice Ill clinch— 
The Law of Lynch is unsound, 
Since we don't, in these days of Jack-lrostine:s. 


lynch 
The man who brings ice-carts round ! 
ss 
s ° 
First Modern Little Darling, Oh. Maud, Y'm £0 glad to met 
you. Is it true, really, you're wegen! 
Sccond Modern Little Darling. Yes, love, quite true. 
Gad mops Little Darling. Congratulations, sweet. Is hea 
matc 
. Second Modern Little Darling. Splendid ; rich, titled, old, and 
one foot and a half in the grave. 
ees 
s 
Snipps. So Murcher had a fit in your drawing-room, did he? 
Tlow awkward ! 
Snapps. Yes; it wasn't a very fitting place, was it? 
ss 
s 
Mrs. Smith, Here's an advertisement for apartments by some- 
body who calls herself “a literary lady.” Why does she do that— 
to get them cheap? . 
re. Brown, Oh, no! it’s to let people understand that she’s 
untidy in her habits and keeps uncertain hours. 
oe 
s 
Friend, Did you play at Mrs. Bigequash’s reception, Professor? 
The Professor, One pianoforte colo, madame. 
Friend, Was it well received? 
The Professor. Splendeedly ; some of ze people even left otf 
talking. *° 


The Spinster. How would you like to be a Chinese woman: 
They never see their husbands until the wedding day. _ 
e¢ Wife (witha snort), Better that than as it is in this country. 
Here we never see them afterwards, 
es 
s 
Roars Rich Man Fly to Poor Man Sly, 
“Indeed you try my patience! 
You ne'er have been so much as I 
Annoyed by poor relations.” 
But Fly on bended knees soon goes. 
At feet of Sly he grovels ; 
For, when the latter to him shows 
Three score three-volume novels, 
He owns that Sly must sickened be 
With PooR RELATIONS more than he! 
ss 
s 
Mistress. Then I understand, Jane, that you desire to give me% 
month's warning 
Modern Slarcy (with dignity). Pardon me, madam, I wish to 
resign office. °° 


First Matron. No, for all I see of Mr. Morningmilk, he might 
almost be dead. 
Second Matron, Almost, dear? I've heard him myself referre! 
to as your late husband. ee 
s 


a dat Which of the good resolutions which you made for the 
New Year did you find the hardest to keep? 
Snapper. The pledge. 


——_@———_ — 
Ewery Monday. One Malfpenmny- 


LARKS. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
909 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E£.C. 


Saturday, February 2, 1895.} 
TOOTSIE ON “ALADDIN.’ 


—-— 


Ir has always been a task of some difficulty to the ordinary 
Englishman to seriously think out a war with China, One's 
°, 1 mailoant povksshasartps of 
celestial geography are 

naturally derived from 
the contemplation of the 
willow pattern plate, or 
from tea chests in the 
grocers’ shops. Albert 
Smith, in his time, wrute 
and said a good deal 
about China. In one of 
his books he gives an 
imaginary history of a 
=war. “The Emperor,” 
he saya, “ has issued the 
two following ‘chops’ to 
the Hong merchants, for- 
bidding them to assist 
the invaders. Howqua 
resists the order, and it 
is the intention of Lin, 
should he remain obati- 
nate, to recommend his 
being pounded up with 
broken crockery and 
packed in Chinese catty 
yecksass to be for- 
warded as an example 
Wh to the Mandarin Pid- 
Widow Twankey: GEORGE WALTON. patel of the wild 

and. 

“ Englixh flag, stolen by a deserter from Chusan, will be 
Pace insulted termorrow in the Market Place by the Emperor 
and his Court. Derisive grimaces will be made at it by the 
mandarins of the sixth class, and it will subsequently be hoisted in 
scorn to blow at the mercy of the winds upon the summit of the 
palace, within sight of the barbarians. 

« An English soldier, dispatched a ape barbarians on a mission 
of peace, was dispatched by our people on his arrival.” 

When the Japs have finis! fighting with John Chinaman, 1 
suppose there will be a big rush of cheap tourists to the pe er 
of chopsticks and birds’nest soup; but just now | myself should 
not care for it much, as I am given to understand that the Chinese, 
as the Jewish gentleman says, can be very “Nashty when they 
like.” Meanwhile, instead, let us wend our way to Shoreditch and 
make arg ualntance with the widow Twankey and her boy Aladdin 
and Tippy the Emperor. 

There 13 a notes Chinese flavour ing the Standard 

rogramme, ay the dramatis goreme. we find Hyson, Sing- 
[cM Hi, Ching, Bing, Ting, Ho-Ki, Forte-Winki, Wun-Lung, 
Ski-Hi, Pekin, ‘Sou- 
chong, Chang, Bang, 
Yung-Yung, Yum- 
Yum, Yum-Y 
Nysee, Nanki- Ping 
and Twankey. 

The acting for the 
most part is very . 
Fred Carlos, F.0.8., 8 
Sherlock Holmes Spot- 
ter, a Chinese detec- 
tive, is all over the tea 
shop, and proves him- 
self to be a high-class 
“blend.” Master Fred 
Wood, also F.O.8., as 
Hokee-Pokee, is worth 
a heap more than an 
‘apny a lump. 1 can't 
siy how much more, 
because, to begin with, 
1 don’t know his 
weight j but let us ny 
a pound a paper pack- 
et, and leave it there 
for a while. 

The widow Twan- 
key, to whom I have 


already referred, is 

admirably imperson- The Princess: Aladdin: 
ae ne ‘alton, Rostz Lewis. Maceig Hut. 
whilst T. P. Haynes, 

as the Emperor, is full of droll 


ery, and has a quaint, quiet sty] 
which is effective. As Hi ki Hi assistant ot Bherlock Holmen 


Wee Johnnie does ee 
With reapect to the | d, by the way, bg | I should have 
left the ladies to the last I can’t say. At anyrate, it is not because 
I am a lady journalist. Lady journalists are, as a rule—as far os 
my experience goes—effusive with respect to the genius and 
yersonal charms of actresses. With respect to the ladies, then, 
Liss Maggie Hunt as Aladdin: the hero finds great favour with 
the audie and well earns the applause bestowed upon her. 
Miss Rosie Lewis as the Emperor's me acts and sings well, 
und her duet with her Pa catches on. Miss Kate Geraldine also 
xings extremely well, and the night 1 was there got a big encore. 
Miss Beaumont and Miss Clarinder show to advan and so do 
Miss Agnes Byron, the three Misses Thurloe, Miss Mabel White 
and Miss Florence Hewett. 
As the Bookie, Mr. Wilton Jones has done his work well ; and 
Mr, Alfred Whyatt has contributed some excellent scenery. 
Shoreditch, like Jordan, is a long way to travel, but I recommend 
Y hte Westenders to 


yy uckle to and make a 


di . 

Of thestory of Aladdin 
1 don't think I need 
here say very much. If 
you — know i 
story before you go an 
eee it turned u 
down and inside out in 
a Christmas pantomime, 
it is doubtful whether 
you may not come away 
atrifle hazy. I am not 
quite sure where the 
moral comes in. Alad- 
din steals a lamp from 
a wicked jan, In 
those days, you stole 
} anything from anyone 
who was wicked it did 
not count. It is, how- 
ever, doubtful how, in 
cared the circumstance 
might affect the law. 
Consult a solicitor. 

The new lamps for old 
ones incident is, how- 
ever, quite up to date. 
Poor Pa's clothes, it is 
true, don’t changeeasily, 
unless you sew up far- 
things in the lining. 
For a waistcoat thus 
arranged Ma once got a pot of mignonette. It, however, did not 
prosper, There was a worm in the pot. Worms ina pot are not 
Very desirable things. 


Sherlock Holmes Potter: 
FRED CARLOs, 


it Skt Hi: 
WEE JOBNNIE. 


eT Ee a a 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
‘ ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


——_~1e——___— 


GQLOPER’S PILLS are made from the prescription of an 

minent Physician Lhapmapee in the West End of London, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Atfections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all l’emale Compl:ints, ete. 


TESTIMONIALS. 
20 Carlisle Mansions, Victoria, 8.W., October 22nd, 1894. 
GENTLEMEN,—I am much obliged for the SLOrER's PILLS, They were 
strongly recommended by a friend, and I have much pleasure iv endorsing his 
geod opuion. I find them a mild, effective, useful and most excellent medicine. 
Faithfully yours, CHARLES COLLETTE. 
To Messrs, GURDEN & Co. 


3 Endymion Road, Finsbury Park, N., October 25th, 1894, 
Messrs. GURDEN & Co. 

GENTLEMEN,—On the recommendation of a friend, I gave your Pills a fair 
trial, and 1 found them all that can be desired. I suffer very much from an 
inactive Liver, and the many and one troubles that arise on that account. Since 
taking the pills as di: T have not oat been much relieved from the 
depression I so long suffered from, but J have felt better in every way—happier 
and brighter, and hope, with a little more rest—as I have been working at great 

re for some months, to be able to regain something of my old form. The 
liver is to me the root of ail evil, or, should I aay, the seat, and your Pills had a 
marvellously beneficial effect upon this mysterious and ple organ. 
They are really a blessing to mankind at large. I never mean to be without a 
box of them in the house. I am, gentlemen, yours most faithfully, 
ALFRED BRYAN. 
P.S.—I enclose stamps for two more boxes, which please send to the above 


16 Royal Promenade, Clifton, Nr. Bristol, November 23rd, 1894. 
DEAR Stks,—Kindly forward me three more boxes of your Pills. I have 
found the greatest benefit from them—they really are genuine, I suffered from 
headaches and indigestion for several months, and tried many well-known 


SLOPER's PILLs, and am 
I shall always keep recommend 
as I do their real value. If you care to publish my 
are at liberty todo so, Postal order for Pills 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


IF NE DOES NOT KEEP THEM 
SEND 9}? IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CoO., 


98 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


REAL GOOD STUFF, 


THOUGH it was such a bitter cold day, and he hadn't a vesti 
of overcoat, his weather-beaten face wore a genial smile and his 
eyes sparkled through the tears that the cold blast had 
in them. He pushed open the swing-door of the E t and 
Effigy, and sli ng rather than walking, up to where the beauteous 
barmaid stood flicking the dust off the quarters of pork-pie, he 
deposited three penny pieces on the zinc counter with : 

Hi, pretty one, come here a minute!” and then, dropping his 
voice, “just give me threepenn’orth of the same whi you served 
me with last es oy will you? It’s absolutely ripping!" 

Something akin to a troubled look flitted across the beautiful 
maiden’s face, as she answered ina whisper : 

i. "eS it you that I served—just about a quarter or twenty past 
nine 

“None other, bless your sweet blue eyes—oh, that I were 
twenty years rounger! However, threepenn'orth out o’ the same 
tap, there's a dear.’ 

‘The fact is,” faltered the fair one, reluctantly, “I made a 
mistake last night and gave you the wrong bottle——” 

“ Ah, the governor's private ba poe) 1 ape the bottle he keeps 
for his own particular chums. Would that 1 were among them! 
He’s missed some of it, 1 s’pose, and you've got in a row? 
luck, bad luck—still, 1 must have a drop more if it’s n shillin'a 
thimblefull : I never felt so warmed and braced up since I left off 
wenrin’ my blue ribbon. Now, fetch it out, there's a little dear——” 

“ Listen to me, you wretched man,” the “little dear ” exclaimed 
in . hoarse whisper, “I never expected to set eyes on you 
n —"’ 

oT He wasn’t so angry as all that, was he?” 

“ Angry, be hanged! Nobody was angry, that is—if you weren't. 
Didn't you find out what it was?” 

“Great Charrington !—no.” 
wine’ it was carbolic acid: we keep it to scour the pots 


The elderly man drew himself proudly up and gazed at the girl 
with fine scorn. As he picked up his threepence and turned upon 
his heel he hissed in his bitterness of spirit : 

“Like all your sex, gyurl, you cannot keep a secret, and hence 
be lose one who would have been a good customer. Henceforth 

deal direct with the oilshop!” 


—_—o— 


AN IDYLL OF FLEET STREET. 


THEY were, both of them, Fleet Streeters—only wrote when they 
were thirsty—and the fact that neither of them had penned a line 
for weeks spoke volumes of testimony to the herculean nature of 
their paribblings and the colossal height of their thirsts in the 
season when the Christinas annuals were ce to press. 

“J.J-Jim, old chap,” said one, as he rep peal his glass on the bar 
in the glass-and- e-department of the Ichneumon and Inkroller, 
“I'm going to turn up boozing after to-day and stick down to work 
again. 

saree you?” replied the other. “What for?” 

“T'll tell yer,” the first continued: “ Yesterday I'm blowed if I 
didn't think I'd got ‘em—saw pink snakes and vermilion rats all 
crawlin’ up and down my bloomin’ coat.” 
ae Moses!” ejaculated the friend. 

rege enough they shuffled out into the dingy little court in 
which the pub was situated, and up which tradition states that 
Boswell and Johnson gave Goldsmith the frog’s-march one night 
when he'd overloaded himself, 

“Hush, old man! I wouldn't say anything inside for fear of 
attracting the attention of the barman, but you hare got ‘em—all 
over you—look here—here’s one on your shoulder now—yah !|— 
police !—fire !—rats !" : 

Bridewell all night and ten shillings at the Mansion House in 
the morning. Pe ej 


“ Here, come out- 


35 
A STRANGE CONFESSION. 
——s 

T aM writing this narrative in the condemned cell, Tama 
doomed man, doomed to sulfer the dread death penalty for a crime 
I never com- 
mitted. Natu. wens AS 
rally strong- i 
minded, and | 


oe 


knowing as 1 do 
that no earthly 
thing can prove 
my innocence, 
I have long 
since schooled 
myself to think 
calmly of my 
impending fate 
—n fate for 
which my own 
mad folly is 
alone to blame. 


¥ did I say: 
you who 
vad this after 
I am gone will 
account me in- 
sane enough I| 
warrant, and as 
[ write what 
the chaplain 
fancies to be 
my “con- 
feasion,” with 
but a few short 
hours _ between 
me and eternity, 
my intellect is 
unclouded, and 1 can look back quite calmly and review the 
whole series of events which have led up to my present position. 

1 was always considered “eccentric,” which may have accounted 
for me making but few friends, That I was poor was perhaps 
an even stronger reason. Ambitious I always was, ambitiou~ of 
fame, or in default, its half brother—notoriety. It was whi: 
walking the street that the idea occurred to me to secure the Iit.er 
together with the by no means unaccepted accompaniment of 
riches, It was the placard borne by a sandwich man that attracted 
my attention ; a placard announcing that the portrait model of a 
certain famous murderer was now on exhibition. It set me musing 
as 1 walked home. How much had the waxwork people given for 
the privilege? The dead wretch had paid the costs of his trial with 
the money, I knew. His clothes alone had fetched a handsome 
sum. If he had only escaped the law he might have made a little 
fortune, might have—stay, why should not a man make a fortune 
like this? As the central figure in a sensational murder trial 
there was money, there was notoriety to be had. The public 

. would pay as 
much, perhaps 
more, to ree the 
model of the 
man who was 
nearly hung, it 
would rush 
wildly to hear 
him lecture. 
rey man- 
aged, he might 
reap a golden 
fiarvest from 
the occurrence. 

The idea 
haunted me, and 
that night I 
matured my 
plans, IT would 
get myself sus- 
pected of some 
mysterious mur- 
der, some crime 
that had bafiled 
the police and 
tickled the pub- 
lic’s morbid 
curiosity. Col- 
umns would be 
written abo ih 
me, my portrait 
: fe be in 

@ papers, 
peoute should 
struggle to catch a glimpse of me as I quitted aon van, 
and only at my trial, when conviction seemed certain, would i 
produce the evidence which would gain me liberty and wealth. 

It was some time before a suitahle opportunity presented itself, 
but 1 waited patiently, for the notion exercised a strange fascina- 
tion over me. At last it came,a bloody, mysterious crime that 
stirred the country. No matter how I managed it, had 1 been 
trying to elude the law instead of scheming to fall into its clutches 
I could not have been more cunning, and my plans suce : 
Suspicion at last fell on me, and I was arrested. How I revelled 
in my self-sought disgrace. How I laughed as the police cleverly 
forged the heavy chain of circumstantial evidence. No wonder 
the papers were continually commenting upon my wonderful 
spirits. Yet things couldn't have looked blacker against me; in 
public opinion I was as good as hung. 

My trial came at last, and never was there a stronger case 
for the prosecu- 
tion. It seemed 
impossible that 
anyone but me 
could have com- 
mitted the deed. 
But I knew 
better, and at 
length the mo- 
ment of my 
triumph arrived 
and my witness, 
the responsible, 
unimpeachable 
witness, who 
was to establish 
my innocence, 
was called. 
letter was hand- 


The condemned cell, 


killed in a cab 
accident! Like 
n flash I saw 


the hideous 
danger before - 
me; the court 
spun round me 
and I fainted. T fainted. 
« * * « * * 

T must have fallen asleep over my writing. Someone shakes me 
into wakefulness, It is alinost time, they tell me now. Time to say 
—farewell. 


a Swain (staging). “1 could dwell in thine eyes, 
ve,” 


Artless Young Thing. When I have a sty in one of them 
it shall be at your disposal. ~ 


©.° Miss SI sill be delighted to recewe photographs from those 
2 of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inverted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No. 376.—Miss LOTTIE VILLIERS. 
“ Oh, that I dare to tell her of my love!” —The Dook Snook, 
“No words could ever aptly paint her beauty.” —Lord Bob, 
“Gave pity, Lottie; spurn me not, I pray!" — Zhe Lion. Billy. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A DEFINITION 
“Oh! Sir Oufey, do tell me what the Money Market 1s nke that T 
eo often hear you talk about.” “Er—a sort of Zoological Gardens 
full of Bulls and Bears. who all worship the Golden Calf.” 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MISS AGNES 


“That's the second clean collar you've put on this week, SLOPER,” sid Mrs. Sloper, 
as the great man was distorting his countenance in order to get accustomed to the 
frayed edges of that article of adornment; “your extravagance is getting simply 
tremenjus, and your habita most expensive! You ought to remember that I 

them collars, and have a little more consideration for your hard-working wife.” 
“My dear,” replied the Eminent, “ you should remember that there are times when a 
manin my position must let expense e’en go hang.” “ And what is the time on this 
occasion? * “Time for me to start, for I go to Drury Lane Theatre to interview 
Miss Agnes Hewitt.” “Then just you wait till I 
slong with you.” And did the dutiful husband wait? What, fair reader, do you 
think? The scene now changes from the ancestral home of the Slopers the 
Manager room. of the National Theatre. Sir Augustus Harris is occupied in 
planning out his next Christmas Pantomime. To him enters Stage-Manager Collins. 
“Sire,” says Collins, “the scene is set for the Emperor of China's Palace.” “Tis 
well, good Collins,” ies Sir Angustus; “but leave me, for dost thou not see that I 
am busy—but, ha! what means that worried look?” “Sire, the man SLOPER again 
is with us. E’en while we speak behind the scenes chaos reigns supreme! The 
ladies dressed as girls and bovs of Pekin he will insist on kiss:ng. To prevent the 


THE ELDER 


it on my things, as I'm a-coming 


S 


IS STERNLY REBUKED 


[Saturday, February 2, 1¢05, 


“What do you think of a woman 
snowed up ina train for six hours wi 
own h ? Weill, that 
experience. Horrible, is it 
tract from Letter of Young Lady, 


HEWITT. 
E 


snouts of laughter arising therefrom, I have signalled Glover to make his band play 
fortissimo ; and when I remonstrated with this SLOrER, he said he was waiting tv 
interview Miss Agnes Hewitt, and being by nature a busy man, finding idly waitine 
about irksome, preferred occupation, especially if it be in beauty’s lips. Forty-seven 
ladies have already returned to their dressing-rooms to re-make up, and 1 fear nv 
the stage will wait!” “Follow,” cried Sir A us, springing to his feet in a furiou- 
passion, “me!” On the worthy Knight arriving on the scene he was in time to + 
A. SLOPEK receive a stunning blow from the beautiful but strong arm of the statel. 
Miss Hewitt. It appears that that lady hal just come from her dressing-room, 1" 
in the excitement of the moment A. SLOPE had mistaken her for one of the 
gorgeous crowd—hence the blow. “SLOPER!" cried Sir Augustus, “choose between 
immediately leaving this house, or being thrown out!" “ My own, my guisling star. 
said A. SLOPER, at the same time holding his jaw, “I waive the question ‘why, but 
will go. Never, I may proudly say, have I been chucked from any house—much! | 
leave you more in sorrow than in anger; but before I depart, let me make one 
request: Should your sweeper in the morn find a remarkably fine molar on the stu. 
forward it, 1 bescech you, under cover yer Carter Paterson, to Mildew Cuurt, for ‘ts 
mine. Farewell till next we mest |” 


(1) The Elder saw the hollowness of it all, and thought the best (2) But a mutchkin measure caught him a sockdolloger on his occiput. (3) But McBung spurned him, and ehrieked, “ Ye mealy-moothed monument o° unholinc: 
Plan to avoid — would be to bury his head in the Sporter, “ Deary me!" said the Elder. in a dreamy manner, “my bump o’ humility is ye wad daur tae strike at whuskey, the mainstay o’ the mation, an’ the first principle o 1" 
and boldly carry his principles on bis manly bosom, vera wuckle developed ; Aw'll gang an’ show it tae McBung. releegion ! Some jidgment is sure to come on ye. 
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Ene ' | 
i Se : | é 
) ae “Ridjop- anal - Che Barridoer-. 8 Bi Set cdc ° 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


I'm snowed up, 'tis true, and there doesmt seem much chance of leaving “ The Sloperies,” except girl's will:—At Melton Mowbray, huntamen all Participate in their first ball :—To poach at neght 
vith the assistance of a balloon. Nevertheless, in spite of this difficulty, | think 1 can lay claimto and poach by day, Is different, so Lrded ie aay :— Whether we would or whether we'd not, Weather 
Diaving arranged a show this week ips 6 will not at anyrate injure my reputation. On we go:— we have beth cold and hot :—In lata t ey lived, and flatly tried Each other's person to deride.— 
The Patriarch and Sultan try Each other's country to decry :—In spite of snow and cold and ice, Well, farewell, friends, I shall meet you again next week—that is to sav, if I'm not frozen into @ 
The anglers in their sport rejvice :—The Bishop fences legal skill, And strives to vrore the old solid block of ice in the meantime-——-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


CAUGHT THIS TIME. 


lard Guy de Thirtipence, 1 only wish I knew bow to raise IES 
Marte, Oh, that's as - 55 
a 


id I should 

each Corporal (to Private Jones, whose moustache will not curl), 
Three days’ barracks for you for keeping your toothbrush op 
your face instead of in your pocket | 


1 


; CANOOUR. f , Cees 

“Tend measov., Jenkins?” “J* dy told a She. And who's that tall man behind the extraorlinar 
Stoney 1" “Don't” talk rot! I ain baciewiog ‘tea rig You're coming to our‘ At Tome’ next week, Miss?” “Well, I should have liked to, but I'm afraid I'm looking poct ? 

dou'cherknow," engaged.” “Ah! I thought you would be, that’s why I didn't put the date on your invitation.” He. Don't know, my dear. Pcrhape it is his kceper 


—_— Se ee 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


Who'p have thought it?) Not France, certainlv—its surprise is 
only too manifest. Certuinly not A. SLOPER ; he gave M, Casimir- 
Verier credit 
for a lot more 
firmness, Of 
course, the 
post of Presi- 
dent to the 
French Repub- 
lic isn't a sine- 
cure by any 
means—it 
takes an un- 
commonly 
sharp man to 
steer clear of 
rocks and 
shoals, but 
everybody 
seems to have 
supposed the 
ex - President 
capable of 
making «a 
much longer 
voyage of it 
than he has 
done, and his 
resignation of 
the helm ata 
critical _mo- 
ment is both 
a surprise and a deep disappointment to France and A. SLOPER. 


Ix Edward Solomon, A. SLOPER has lost another friend, and 
the Old Man is sad at heart, Poor Teddy! cut down so young 
and so unexpectedly, when his future might have been so brilliant. 
It's a strange world, indeed! Solomon's compositions were always 
tuneful and pleasing, and if he didn't aspire to the highest things 
in music, he certainly succeeded in appealing to the majority— 
which is something to attain, A.SLOPER bide hia friend farewell, 
and, with feelings of deep, sincere regret, adds his name to the 
now long list of departed F.0.S's.. 


* 

THE periodical outery against abnormal feminine headgear is 
being revived, and the cart-wheel hat is coming in fora full and 
well-deserved share of abuse. But it will be all in vain. If big 
hats be the fashion, women will wear ‘em, whether they obstruct 
other folks’ view of the stage at the theatre, or shut out a view of 
the curate from the rest of the congregation at church, No outcry 
—no ridicule will turn them from their resolve, 


Ld 

A LADIES’ contemporary comments upon the rapidly-increasing 
number of women who are adopting semi-masculine attire. Ina 
few more years, it predicts, 
half the feminine world will 
be found garbed in this 
fashion. And why not? A 
good-looking girl seldom 
looks so chie as when she 
arrays her pretty self in 
the shirts, co'lars and other 
etceterns, which some years 
ago belonged exclusively to 
the sterner sex. 


A.SLOPER begs toacknow- 
Jedge the receipt of twelve 
champagne bottles, each one 
containing about a pint and 
nhalfof kerosene. Thesender, 
though, omitted toenclose his 
name and address, If he will 
kindly callat “The Sloperies,” 
the empty bottles and case 
will ol ar entirely at hix 
disposal, The Eminent may 
furnish him with sundry 
other things, but this will 
deperd upon his size 
gether with the health of 
fighting editor. 


s 

Ir the Yanks cannot secure 
a better yacht than the Vigi- 
lant to defend the American 
Cup we are afraid that their chance of retaining it is very remote. 
Ruckle to, Britishers! and turn out a yacht worthy of your 
country’s reputation. *,° 

Mr. STOKES, the analyst, has been testing the temperance 
beverages supplied to dwellers in the Parish of St. Matthew, 
Bethnal Green, and he finds that twelve per cent. of them are 
adulterated. The ginger beer actually contains ten per cent. of 
proof sririte, or about double the amount of alcohol to be found in 
public house beer. Good old teetotalers! Billy says he means to 
order al] his ginger beer from Bethnal Green in future. 


to- 
our 


s 
A SELECT ceaey club has = been organized at the Real Ice 
Skating Rink at Niagara Hall. The mem rehip is pretty well 
restricted to representatives of the “Upper Ten.” For all this, 
Mr. McGooseley and Mr. McNab have been blackballed on three 
separate occasions. *,° 


Oscar WILDE'S new play, An Ideal I/usband, without having 
actually set the Thames on tire, most certainly contains material 
from which 
highly success- 
ful plays are 
built. It almost 
goes without 
enying that the 
libretto is bril- 
liant in the 
extreme. What 
the piece lacks 
is a variety of 
incident—a fault 
we have noticed 
in Mr. Wilde’s 
previous plays. 

he piece, 
though, has 
been cast very 
strongly, which 
fact covers a 
multitude of 
sings Among 
the artistes 
shining con- 
spicuously we 
may mention 
the names of 
Chas. Hawtrey, 
sewis Watler, Charles Brookfield, Fanny Brough and Julia Neilson. 


AN anonymous donor has forwarded to a certain home for 
inebriates a cheque for £360, What has “The Sloperies” done 
that it should not be served likewise? 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE Palace Theatre is still keeping up the splendid reputation 
it has gained under Mr. Charles Morton's able management, 
A. SLOPER tottered in there the 
other night and smoked a cigar 
or 80, the while a slap-up pro- 
gramme wus got through. Clara 
Wieland with dances, Edith 
Yorke with ballads,and Eugene 
Stratton with his delightful 
negro ditties score heavily ; so 
does Signor Maggi, the bari- 
tone; and ALLY’s old pal, 
Chirgwin, the Kaftir of the 
White Optic. Gracie White- 
fordand J, F. Sheridan provoke 
screams of laughter with their 
duologue, and the pretty pas- 
toral ballet obtains deserved 
applause, A real good show, 
isn't it? ove 
s 


ONE or two of the London 
dailies gave a graphic account 
of Call Day in the Inner 
Temple. They mention, among 
other things, that many stu- 
dents were called to the bar on 
the occasion. Nevertheless, the 
fact that A. SLOPER ia called 
to the bar upwards of thirty 
times a day is totally igno 
Such is fame! | - 


. 

Look out for the Fleet Street 
Smoker, at Anderton's Hotel, 
on the 13th inst. The programme will be very recherché, and 
A. SLoPER himself has promised to take an active part in the 
proceedings. A special chucker-out has, we believe, been engaged 
to attend upon the Eminent personally, 


s 
SEEING the success attained by Hassan Ali, the Egyptian giant, 
at the London Pavilion, A. SLOPER |.a: decided that Boulanger 
Shakebacon shall adopt this profession. The youngster is now per- 
manently confined to a hot-house undergoing the forcing process. 


THE rumour that the Dook Snook had settled with his creditors 
is of course untrue, It may have guined currency owing ton blood- 
thirsty attempt on the purt ofa creditor to settle the Dook Snook. 


s 
THE Princess of Wales has stated that one of the great draw- 
backs to a eojourn in Russia ia the difficulty of procuring Larks/ 
True, true! fife without our champion ha'penny mirth-provoker 
must be a hollow mockery. °° 


WE are threatened with an invasion by American Athletes 
during the present year, and from all we can gather they anticipate 
“freezing up” all 
opposition. _How- 
ever fensible — the 
“freezing up” busi- 
ness may appear in 
theory we are afraid 
that stern fact will 
put a very different 
complexion on 
things. John Bull 
does play second 
fiddle to other coun- 
tries in some sports, 
but athletes are mo-t 
certainly not among 
them. « « 

id 


THE “Award of 
Merit” has been this 
day conferred upon 
GEORGE SYKES, 
because he is an Ex- 
Amateur Champion 
Middle- Weight 
Borer, “Blow me 
tight, Daddy,” mur- 
mured the Cerulean- 
Orbed Budlet, 
“anyone would think 
by the baldness of 
yer ere the nig ae ak i hetieet ; 
ners of yer nore, and by the general bat: appearance of yer 
Wloomin’ fiziogomy that Georgey had been givin’ yer a few lessons 
free gratis and for nothing.” But at that moment a ntal hand 
and foot came into violent contact with Alexandry's person, and 
the Battersean atmosphere was painted red with cries and howls, 
together with quotations from el oice poets and other men. 

R. G. KNow tes has transferred his | geostage nin to the music-halls 
once more. He has introduced several new pictures into his series 
of Vableauz Virants, some of which are decidedly salubrious. 
I. G. seems now to be more popular than ever. 


s 
Miss TooTsiE SLOPER, who was thrown and slightly injured 
during a slashing run with the Mildew Court hounds last week, 
has now happily recovered. She begs to return hearty thanks 
for kind cet har pore chocolates and flowers. The Pride of 
the Hunt will, it is hoped, again be seen in the saddle at the next 


meet. ee 
s 


WE understand on the best authority that the “ Devil’s Own” is 
in danger of extinction. Of course we allude to the notorious 
volunteer regiment which has 
been known for eo many years 
under this salubrious, but by 
no means attractive, name. 
And strange to say, it is diffi- 
cult to give a reason for this 
curious state of things. Per- 
haps the number of the Devil's 
followers in the legal profes- 
sion is decrensing. t any 
rate, for the sake of the com- 
munity at large, it is to be 
hoped so, *\° 


(MILDEW) Count News.— 
Mrs. Sloper walked out yester- 
day attended by Snatcher and 
MissGinettaMargarineSloper. 
Mies Lardi Lonzsox and the 
Hon. Billy had the honour of 
dining with the Family, the 
whole party afterwards wit- 
nersing a performance of the 
“Friv.” pantomime. —_His 
Eminence, A. SLoPER, Esq., 
attended by the Dook Snook, 
returned to the Court about 
2 a.M. His Grace left later, 
attended by the nearest police- 
man, os 

s 


DICKENS's writing slope sold Inst week at Sotheby's for a 
hundred guineas, The inkpot used by A. SLOPER in preparing first 
the * HALF-HoLtDay ” also changed hands for a princely sum. 


(Saturday, February 2, r50; 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR POR THE WERK ENDING FEBRUARY 97H, 1s 
—— ee 


Srd February, 1890.—This morning 2 man calle 
who murdered an elderly doctor at Albi, near Toe 
“guillotined.” He had accused Madame Cassan, the ij,,. 
daughter-in-law, of having instigated and assisted in the crip, 
aftera long investigation of the care nothing was proved 4, 
her. Durand, who was twenty-four years of age, asserted bie ins 
cence, and accused Madame Caszan to the last. He cried ditt. : 
when he was aroused from slumber this morning at half-p. 7 
o'clock, and begged the “ Procureur of the Republic ” to Dostyay 
the execution for another day. When handed over q, ,, 
executioner he had to be carried to the “ guillotine,” and his |." 
was pulled into the /unette by the ears. zea 


4th February, 1890.—A news)aper of this date says: «7; 
brothers Richard and George Davies, whu are accused of hay)... 
murdered their father on the highway near Crewe, were Vester 
reported to be still maintaining the most absolute eallo:., 


They do not appear to have been in the smallest degree ati. 


7% 


onda; 
wished to speak to his eldest brother John, who ro 


Sth February, 1852.—Jenny Lind this da: ied Ort 
Goldschmidt, at Tton, U.S.A. emer te 
6th February, 1889.—The Daily Telegraph this day sy 
“A reputed old maid of «ixty summers, who Hg wth rae i 

en, died a few days ago: ani x 
to have saved a little money, her niece, a 


the service of a r at the Halles, 
she was believ : 
woman of eighteen, lately wedded to a policeman, searched 4: 
ntly among her clothes and boxes for the treasure. Nothin: 
owever, was to be found, although the mattress, which w1;, 
French people of this class often plays the part of a bank, hai 
been ripped open and examined carefully. A large cheese wy 
discovered in a box under the bed, but as it was too strony for the 
palates of the policeman and his bride, they disposed of it toti+ 
grocer for the sum of 10f. The next day, 2s the worthy man wa 
cutting the big cheese, his knife came into contact with a hari 
substance, and presently gold pieces were rolling about on tir 
floor, The secret was at last out. The cheese was now carefil); 
examined, and was found tocontain two thousand franca, or eizhir 
poseds in notes and gold; but, unluckily for the presumed 
heireas, there was alsoa little bit of parchment, on which the vener. 
able Rosalie had penned a few lines, setting forth that she 
bequeathed the money to her son, whose name she gave, and who 
is serving in an infantry regiment at Lyons. None of the *old 
maid's’ acquaintance in Paris had ever heard of the young man.” 


Wth February, 1836.—Greville enys this day : “Fox, who 
never wrote hia speeches, was fond of preparing them when travel. 
ling, as he said a post-chaise was the best place to arrange his 
thoughts in. Sheridan wrote and prepa & great deal. and 
alee in bed, with his books, pen and ink on the bed, wir 

e would lie all day.” 


8th February, 1806.—This day Dutch Sam (Samuel Elias) 
fought and beat Tom Belcher. They fought afterwards on two 
occasions with the same result. In private life Ppossessei! a 
good deal of humour, and passed much of his time in the service 
of Saunders, the circus keeper of Bartholomew Fair notoriety. 


Oth February, 1665.—Evelyn, under this date, describe: 
crane he saw in St. James's Park. & which, having had one of his 
leggs broken and cut off above the knee, had « wooden, or boxen 
leg and thigh, with a joynt so accurately made that the creatur 
could walke and use it as well as if it had been natural—it wa 
made by a souldier.” 

—_—o_—_ 


THE UPS AND DOWNS OF THE 
SLOPER FAMILY. 
No. 7.—Tlow Larp1 Loxcsox ALL BUT LOST HER Lire. 


On the boards of the “ Friv.” Lardi Longsox appeared 
As the Pirate of Snuffthunder Isle, 

With a bloodthirsty look, and a villainous beard, 
And a voice like the rasp of a file. 

And she acted so well that one scarcely could fail 

To believe the slight maiden a muscular male. 


When her part was played out, and the cheers had subsided. 
Tho damorel back to her dressing-room glided ; 

But loudly she raved and she ranted, 
What time she found out that her dressing-maid May 
Had her clothes in a parcel tied up, and awa 

With the whole of her wardrobe levanted 


The wife of A. SLOPER stood out in the street, 
Having promised that sy Lardi Longsox to meet. 
And the latter explained her sad loss with a tear, 
Then remarked with a woebegone smile, 
“You will have to walk home with a scoundrel, my dear: 
With the Pirate of Snuffthunder Isle!” 


Now, the Fossil for weeks had been fast in the clutch 
Of the monster whose peepers are green : 

And that evening he'd said, “1 must fox my old Dutch: 
She is after a masher, I ween!” 

So he dodged and he lurked, till she hove in his sight, 

Arm-in-arm with a huge and Herculean wight. 


One shriek—and one spring—and the pirate-clad maid's 
Fairy face was ferociously tisted ; 
And a dozen P.C.s had to render their aids 
Ere the Wreck from his onslaught . 
And the “ Friv.”-loving people drop tears from their eyes, 
Yor their favourite Lard! lice groaning in Guy's! 


HE KNEW HIS BUSINESS. 

Excited-looking Neighbour, Good evening, Mr. Drugget! u 
want an ounce of prussic acid of you, please. 

Mr, Drugger (the chemist, busying himself behind the screen) 
An ounce? Oh, yes. Ah—hum, how's business, Mr, Smith! 

Nmith, Capital, thank you! just got an increase of screw. 

rhe er, Ah, that’s good! How's the missis? 

. She's very well; better in health than in temper thi? 
I’ve known her for years. 

Drugger. Giad to hear it. How's your dog getting on? . 

Smith, Oh, he’s pulling round famously ; nearly all right 9ga!2. 

Drugger. Hum—ha—by-the-bye, is there anyone learning mu 
Near you! 

Smath (grinding his teeth and commencing to foam at the month), 
Yes; there is young Jones next door learning the trombone, a0 
he says he won't leave off, too. Ha, ha! we'll see if he ihe : 

Drugger. Under thoee circumstances, then, I regret 1 cannot '* 
you have the prussic acid, Mr, Smith. 


a 
Ewery Wrednesday. Twmropence- 


JUDY. 
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turday, February 2, 1895.) 
THE TUNE AND TINT CURE. 


i Profs sed to combine the recent “ Music Cure” with a “ New Colour 
anid ‘Gr re,” and to call the treatment Harmonapathy.) 


THE Music-Cure 
TS ove Cevpe SONG - 


was once de- 
ned 
ue ORATORIO — ANG 
ADDIS iF 


sig 

To heal all ills 
of human kind, 

‘Twas said that 
sweet and 
soothing airs 

Would quickly 
cure all carking 
cares. 

Now, some with 
music would 
combine 

Strong doses in 
the Colour line, 

And — therefore 
many a doctor 
hints 

His faith in cures 

i Tunes and 


Y 


hues 
now choose — 
To give relief 
and cure the 
~ blues.” 


First take a dose of comic song 
(But mind, it mustn't be too strong), 
Then hourly gaze at some bright hue 
(In this case it should not be * blue”), 
And if you're feeling very low 

Take sips of Oratorio, 

And later (or say in between) 

A dash of red or whiff of green. 

And thus be sure you will endure 

The Musico-cum-Colour Cure! 


MY Pee Tied as 

Love her? I should just think I did; mere common every day 
e was a fool to it. i wecshipned, I adored. Never was there a 
ature more radiantly beauteous, more exquisitely sweet, more 
‘itchingly entrancing than Miss Tina Toodium, the queen of my 
rt, and principal boy at the Jampot Theatre, 
‘ever was such devotion as mine. I rented a stall for the entire 
1 of the burlesque; I lavished money on flowers for her, I 
wandered it on jewels, I ogled my darling every night from my 
1, and accompanied my presents with passionate declarations of 
ection, But all in vain. Tina would smile sweetly upon me 
m the stage, would even occasionally blow me a kiss, she would 
ept my gilts, and answer my notes with gracefully-worded 
ters of thanks, but never could I induce her to see me after the 
ow, She was 
t as other 1~ 
Is, no cham. 1A | 

° | | 


| fpascaqanrnets 
re rae 


ne suppers at | Qui eee 


iduight for 
A highly 
rticular 
iden aunt she 
id me played 
priety and 
ducted her 
and from the 
‘atre, but the 
ment she— 
niu — could es- 
re from the 
siliance of her 
ative, | might 
v upon being | 
varded for my 
votion, Oh! 
ect blue-eyed, 
lden-haired 
ina, if you but 
ew how ar- 
ntly 1 longed for that moment! I positively lived upon the hope. 
hus I went on loving, thus 1 might have gone on loving until 
is day had not an accident happened—but I anticipate. 
One afternoon I was making my way to the florist who had 
mised me something specially sweet in bouquets for that 
ening, when I observed an elderly grey-haired female of shrewish 
d old-maidish aspect coming from the door of a fashionable 
otographer’s, Crossing the pavement to her carriage, she 
ped on a piece of orange peel and came down smash, I rushed 
the rescue, picked her up, brushed her, and amidst her profuse 
nks, escorted her to her brougham. Just as she drove off she 
nded me a card through the window, but it was not till the 
hicle was well out of sight that I had the curiosity to look at the 
teboard. Then 1 nearly had a fit. This miserable fright 
nounced herself as: 


ze his 
i sud 
Were 


FE. 


- 


ided, 


MISS TINA TOODLUM. 
Sampot Theatre. 


* * * * * * 
Tread of her marriage with a youthful marquis a little later, but 
lidn’t envy the bridegroom until I found out by accident that it 
s only Tina's maiden aunt I had encountered. She had given 
r one of her niece's cards in mistake for her own. 

1 have since withdrawn my patronage from the drama, 


—— 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 21—THE WHEATSHEAF GIRL, 
bate word iy line dt fake 
ile thus I spake, 
LYN x “Oh, treat me not, 
-- darling!” 
She winked an eye, 
And her reply A 
Showed some slight sign of 
snarling. 
“Don’t fret, sir, pray ! 
Unless you pay, 
No liquor here shall greet you. 
With a or rum, 
Moselle or Mumm, 
I don't intend to treat youl” 


my 


I said, “ You make 
A slight mistake. 
My heart with love is lorn, 
dear, 
And hence my aim 
4 Was to exclaim: 
~~ ‘Oh, treat me not with scorn, 
dear! '” 


/ = re 
| S| 
——— 1 . 
= “ Ah, then,” said she, 
And laughed with glee, 

“1 in vour wish can't meet you: 

por with ster ) 

(Despite your pain 
I do intend to treat you!’ 


ALLY SLOPER'’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


_— 


_Wiypoor Farm, ADELAIDE, CAPE CoLosy, 
January 2nd, 1895. 

Dear OLD ALLy,—I saw the following in one of our newspapers 
the other day, which I oe so good that I cut it out, and send 
it to you herewith. It is relative to the Dopper Dutch. I ama 
great admirer of Tootsie and yourself. I should be glad to see a 
version of my clipping in your “ HALF-HoLtpay,” to which J am 
a subscriber.—I remain yours, etc., F, C. HALLIDAY, 


“RAILWAY NOTES.—A cautious Dutch farmer was overheard 
the other day asking for a return ticket to a certain station which 
he desired to visit. He first of all ascertained that he was allowed 
seven days in which to return. Possessed of this valuable infor- 
mation he offered to return in three days, if he was granted a ticket 
at half-price. Our local officials deei!ned to adopt this sliding 
scale, and our commtry friend had to pay full fare. On another 
occasion a traveller, who glories in the 7ua/ * as his mother tonzue, 
took a ticket to Port Elizabeth, and explained that, as all the fia: 
gage he possessed was a walking stick, he would like to take his 
youngest boy ns luggage. Struck with the profundity of the idea, 
the ticket clerk, imagining that he could oblige the gentleman by 
informing him that children under two were passed free of charge, 
asked him to let him see his little son. The African traveller 
went outside and brought in Benjamin, who was a youth of about 
twenty and stood something under seven feet! Benjamin remained 
behind, and made himself a pair of reldschoens,t No, 13.” 

® Dutch language. t Skin-shoes, 


—_——_—_—__ 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 16.—EpMUND COCKALEEKIE SLOPER. 
Born, 1381. Suicided in Quod, 1419, 

GEOFFREY MICAWBER having been properly planted in the 
now quite respectably-tilled fami ee hia son, Edmund Cock. 
aleekie took on the Sloperian debts and dishonour. The youn 
baron had had a beast of a time of it during his father's life, anc 
now that the old misanthrope had happily snuffed it, Edmund 
Cockaleekie determined to make things hum a little, and try if he 
couldn't restore his ancient name to the proud position it had once 
held among the great families of the country. Edmund Cock- 
aleekie was a young man of exceptional cultivation, considering 
the disadvantages of his birth and education, and he was not slow 
to recognise that grent changes had taken place in the manners 
and customs of the nobility. Peasant roasting, cattle raiding, and 
other coarse sports were now things of the past, and it was no 
longer essential to command respect or obedience from one's 
inferiors with a battle-axe. To die peaceably in bed was becoming 
almost a common occurrence, and no odium now attached to the 
peresn guclty of such an act. Society, in fact, was calming down 
wonderfully, despite the stirring times, and Edmund Cockaleekie, 
after a thoughtful review of the family archives, came to the not 
unreasonable conclusion that many of his ancestors had exhibited 
an exuberance of animal — that was hardly in accordance 
with the times, and was doubtless mainly responsible for the 
tardy social advancement made by the more recent representatives 
of the house. 

Edmund Cockaleekie accordingly took upon himself the task of 
re-establishing the lost prestige of the Slopers. Leaving his mother 
todo the honours of the Castle, he betook himself © London with 
the intention of acquiring the necessary amount of Vourt polish to 
enable him to shine in society befitting his rank and station. 

Alas for his po! intentions! Young, wealthy, jovial and of 
gentle bearing, he was warmly welcomed into the licentious set of 
which young Prince Hal (afterwards Henry V.) was the acknow- 

ged head. Kdmund Cockaleekie and the rowdy young Prince 
soon became the greatest pals ; they boozed, mashed and generally 
went on the ran-tan together, nor was the Heir to the Throne of 
England above borrowing a bit of the ready of his boon companion, 
as numerous unredeemed 1.0.U.'s, still preserved among the family 
relics, prove. It was whilst on a town-painting expedition wit! 
Edmund Cockaleekie that Henry got hauled up before Lord Justice 
Gascoigne, though numerous historical blunders have grossly mis- 
represented the incident. When Gascoigne ordered fous Henry's 
committal to chokey, Edmund Cockaleekie insisted upon sharing 
the Prince's confinement, and the two made exceeding merry over 
their short imprisonment, played coddam and pitch and toss in 
their cell, and kept the warder in a continual state of intoxication. 

What was more natural than that Edmund Cockaleekie should 
expect to receive special honour when, on the death of his father, 
Prince Hal ascended the throne. But, like many another former 
associate of the new King, he was doomed to disappointment. 
Henry having no further use for his loose companions now that he 
had obtained control over the monarchial coffers, put on a smug 
face and advised ‘em all to follow his example and eschew the 
booze, show up at Sunday School, and altogether become respect- 
able members of society. But Edmund Cockaleekie wasn't taking 
any Disgusted at this priggish change of front he produced his 
1.0.U.’s, and asked if the Fs 2 om of his debts was included in the 

oung King’s echeme of reformation. 

enry’s dander, and he immediately ordered Edmund to be kicked 
outside, banished him from the Court, and ultimately forbade 
him to stir outside the three-mile radius of his estate on pain of 


death. 

Edmund retired full of ven ice and disgust, married, and tried 
to bear his exile with fortitude. But, accustomed to a merry life. 
the cares of domesticity didn’t suit him, and venturing to the West 
one day he was recognised, seized, and thrown into quod. Con- 
demned to death, his head would have paid the penalty of his 
rashness had he not anticipated the executioner by committing 
suicide as above recorded by choking himself with his boot-heel. 

(Zu be continued next week.) 


ee 


OPTIMIST AND PESSIMIST. 
THE optimist forebodes the best, 
The pessimist forbodes the worst, 
The optimist must soon be blest, 
The pessimist must soon be curst ! 
And, “While 1 in the world exist "-- 
So I have often asked my soul, 
“ As optimist or imist, 
Shall | allow the years to roll?” 


The optimist in every cloud 
Beholds the silvery lining bright : 
The pessimist declares, full loud, 
Each separate cloud is black as night. 
And I have heard their several pleas, 
And made my startled soul decree 
That, till old Death shall on me seize, 
A rigorous pessimist I'll be! 


For, if as optimist I live, 
As through this weary world I go, 
Each shock that Fate to me must give 
Will fill me with surprise—and woe ! 
But, if o pessimist I be 
Till Azriel’s hand shall me destroy, 
Each boon that Fate accords to me 
Will fill me with surprise—and joy ! 


This, of course, roused 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

Last, but Not Lenst : The last that fits into a size 11 boot. 

Why is SLOPER half aking? Because the former is Wreck, and 
the latter Ztea. ; : 

PayYMENT in “ Advance”: A policeman getting remunerated for 
a plucky act by being promoted. : 

MvcH as we hear about Aunty Meridian, how is it there's never 
any mention of her husband, Uncle Meridian ? 


eee a ns a es [es 


THE REVOLT OF GHIBER. 


—-~2e--- 


CHAPTER X. 

RuomBo BALADDIN, otherwise Mike M'Ginty, was ina quintary. 
Here he was engaged to elope with one lady while he was in love 
with another—up to the 
eyesina revolution which 
he was determined never 
to see! It was evident 
he could not fulfil all the 
business i goog he 
had in hand, and he was 
much afraid that with so 
many jobs in view he 
might miscarry them all, 
and come to grief in a 
very bad way, The more 
he thought of the matter 
the lese he liked it, and 
at length he came to the 
happy-go-lucky 
thoroughly Irish resolu- 
tion to conscientiously 
carry out as much as pos- 
sible of the arrangements 
for each in the hope that 
one or other of the un- 
dertakings would turn 
out well. 

It was a risky resolu- 
tion. There were several 
parties with whom he 
would have to reckon 
should anything _ mis- 
carry, and Mike had seen 
enough of Turkish life to 
know that no_ bones 
would be made about his 

unishment if he was 
iscovered, 

If it were known to the Bawshaw of Ghiber that he had been 
engaged in a conspiracy against his further occupancy of the 
throne his doom was certain. The Bawshaw had already spread 
much cosmopolitan ctr around, and he would not shrink from 
shedding a little [rish blood. It was true he might appeal to the 
British Ambassador, but diplomatic interference was a very slow 
concern, and it was not unlikely that he would be dead long cre 
the Ambassador had made up his mind to stir in the concern. 
Besides, he could not = but that he had been mixed up in the 
conspiracy, and it was not unlikely the British Ambassador would 
declare that his fate served him right. When he had eompletel 
the thinking out of the intricacy in that direction, he felt his head 
somewhat loose on hia shoulders, and concluded his cogitations 
with the remark, “ Blow the Bawshaw !” 

Mike M’'Ginty’s review of the situation in regard to the Grand 
Vizier had, too, no 
features of comfort. 
He knew well enough 
that that authority 
would have no hesita- 
tion in cutting him 
off in the flower of his 
youth if he enter- 
tained the slightest 
doubt of his fidelity. 
There would be no 
conscientious scruples 
about a murder more 
or less in the mind of 
a man who proposed 
to have a_ wholesale 
massacre of royalty in 
order to further his 
own ambition, and it 
was quite possible 
that the slaughter of 
a Giaour might even 
be looked on as a 
wholly commendable 
proceeding. True, he 
might burst the whole 
conspiracy by turning 
informer — but who 
would heinform? He 
was not allowed to 
approach the Baw- 
shaw except now and 
again, and if he en- 
‘ Pag ht ei pipe 
he might have his explanation lopped o the middle of a sen- 
tence - or it might apie the explanation would take place in 
presence of some of the Grand Vizier's fellow conspirators, who 
would likely avenge their lender's fall at an early date. He could 
not even tell the police, because the police might be in the revolu- 
tionary swim. hen he had reached this stage in his reflections, 
M’Ginty remarked, with much fervour, ‘“ Bust the Grand Vizier! 

And the Widow Muley, of whose jewels he was now the trustec? 
He could not hope to allowed to marry her if he stayed at 
Ghiber after betraying the Grand Vizier, or aid that worthy to 
dethrone the Bawshaw. The Grand Vizier proposed to marry the 
Widow Muley ina wholesale sort of a way—his proposal embrac- 
ing the whole lot of Mrs. Muley, from No. 1 to the 38th section of 
her, and Mike would alike miss the financial blessing of sharing 
the late Muley’s jewels, or of enjoying the joys of basking in the 
smiles of No. 38, otherwise the fair M’Cann. True, the latter com- 
fort would likely be lost in any case, for the Premier Widow 
Muley proposed to carry him off far from the possibility of scein.s 
Bridget’s: black eyes; and 
when M’Ginty thought of 
that he heaved a might; 
sigh, and remarked, wit! 
much fervour, “Hang Mrs. 
Muley No. 1!" and set 
about his preparation to 
carry out his contract with 
her. With this view he 
made his way out to an 
English vessel that was to 
sail a couple of days later, 
and made complete arrange- 
ments for the passage to 
Great Britain of a lady and 
gentleman, Mike had 
plenty of money in hand, 
and he resolved to do the 
thing in style. He secured 
first-class accommodation. \\\, 
Then he made arrangements 
for his luggage being taken 
on board as quietly as 
possible, and had it all 
carefully addressed to 
“Mike M'Ginty, care of 
Bernard M’Ginty, Bally- 
nagad, Ireland.” If any- 
thing went wrong in the 
arreaue ieee for the a . 
ment, the property would al 
lenst fail thie the hands of his family, and would, doubtless, 
console them for his being lost in a foreign land. 

(To be continued next week.) 


~Blow the Bawshaw !" 


“ Bust the Grand Vizier!” 


“Lang Mra. Muley!" 


~~ - ~.aR 


40 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. | Saturday, February 2. 1345, 
THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. CRUEL, CRUEL! 


First Advanced Female. Good Gracious, woman | jo, , 


» Present from 
Poor feliow means well, but can't judge e sone 


No, 362.—Mnr. J. B. PRESTON. 


“Though to readers of the ‘Hal.F-HOLIDAY’ this side of the 
Tweed the name and fame of Mr, J. Kb. Preston may perhaps be 
unfamiliar, our hero is as well and favourably known to amuse- 
ment seckers across the border as Dan Leno, Albert Chevalier, 
or Eugene Stratton is to the Cockney. Born and bred in the 
Land o’ Cakes, J. B. is a Scotch comedian par excellence, and 


kuows just what sort of humour is suited to Sanily’s taste and He, Bxcuse me, madame, but did I not see you at Lady Mountjoy's “ At Home” last week ? 


perception. Though confining his engagements chiefly to the She (haugi wailing there 
big halls, he is not unknown on the Browside, where 4 war She (haughelig). Possibly you may have dene se, Were you M 


welcome always awaits him from the Elder, the 

celebritics of that festive district, whose good account of him 
first induced A. SLOPER to take that fatherly interest in the 
young singer's welfare which is so essential a stepping-stone to 
fame. Chiefly because he’s a ‘ Reliable’ Scotch comedian he was 
created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ prescnted to 
him September 2u:l, 1493." - bebrett (mproted. 


ie ea 


WHAT, ANOTHER P 
(in the smoking room at the Rumbooslers), 
Twentykids. Have you seen the New Boy? 


Spotterkins, Great Moses in the bulrushes! d'yer mean to tell 
me yer wife's presented yer with another ? 


heautiful.—(4) Bild Grabbs (a moment later). It's all up, Bob. We're “coppei”' 
Chuck the bloomin’ s' a !1—(8) Then Bob “chucked it,” with astoundin- 
results. And for many long days thereafter, in the chi retirement of tle 
| pro hospital, his friend and he meditated upon the folly of removing Anarchixs 
infernal machines from cloak-rooms without proper precautions, It is quite possible 
they may even turn honest upon their recovery. 


A MILLIONAIRE. GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. 


Te- 
re 
the 


“Look here, Marian ! if you're going to adopt that rational 
dress for evening wear, blessed if I dou't wear a drem 
improver.” 


Ml I 


Vesttor at Baliybreeze (iho knows that Puts weaknese 43 ‘ ' l q 
always to agree with anythiny you may say). Not much wind , % he’ ty well u~ ! : 
this morving, Pat ? Wee. I wish, John, you'd discontinue the bad habit you have “My forther made ‘is will last night.” “Lor! Pescentrgebareyecrie pri renee But te a 

Pat. True for you, sorr! but what little there is, shure it’s ac quired of anathemutising the weather. What's’e left yer—money ?” “No; ‘e's left me the way she shut him up was really cruel. ¢ 
migity strong! Husband, My dear, it is too chilly to leave off any habit. crossing at the bottom er Regent Street.” was, indeed. She was a heartless thins. 


Loudon: Printed by DALZIEL & CO, at the Camden Preee, 110 High Street, N.W., and Iublished by the Proprictor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Flect Street, E.C.—Saturday, February 2, 1895. 


PX. Ti 


